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But Dumbell began appealing in a loud voice to his father:
"What do you say it is, Dad? Mr. Quirm says Mr. No-man
knows what it is, and ought to be the one to write about it.
What do you say it is, Dad ?"
Wizzie felt really sorry for old Teucer Wye at that mo-
ment, for all the heads in the place were craning towards him
and he had got himself wedged in among a group of noisy
young prentices who displayed a tendency to push him to the
front.
44Give us a speech, Professor!" one of them shouted. "Tell
us what kind of a dog it is that the angel's kneeling onj"
"Thank you, Mr. Quirm," said Dumbell gravely, as Uryen
muttered a few words in his ear. "It's all right, Dad!" he
called out. "Don't disturb yourself. Stay where you are. Mr.
Quirm says it's not Demetrea, but the same thing in Welsh/'
But Teucer Wye continued to disturb himself and allowed
himself to be pushed forward towards the policemen, until at
last, "dared," defied, hustled, and with his own excitement at
fever pitch, he actually began, to Thuella's horrified disgust, a
sort of public harangue.
Few of those present could see the speaker, so diminutive
was his stature, but his shrill voice carried such a vibrating
quiver of emotion that most of them stopped talking and set
themselves to listen.
"My friends," cried the Midland professor: "oh, my dear
Dorchester friends, this is an occasion	"
"Three cheers for the mayor!" interrupted a child's voice,
repeating a lesson learnt for a quite different group of per-
sons.
"	An occasion when we ought to take stock of ourselves
and of our lives. My friends, these figures represent the re-
ligion of people four thousand years ago and to-day is Sunday,
a day we owe to our religion. But what I want to say to you is
this. On the top of this ancient earthwork, in this amazing
weather, on the eve of the greatest of all heathen celebrations,
the mysterious day which our church has dedicated to Saint
John the Baptist, we must remember—oh, my friends we must
remember 1—that our souls are bound by no tradition, by no
religion; that our souls have the power of separating them-
selves from matter altogether, the power of shaking off alto-
gether this whole astronomical world, and of entering that

